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New York .. What a big city! Buildings, Central Park, Broadway, Times Square, Chinatown, and so on and so forth 
.. For Carach Angren, playing in the United States is a real pleasure, even if they miss Europe. And it could be 
better if there was a pizzeria not far from them. 

"Fuck! We're in New York and we can't find a fucking pizzerial" Dennis shouted. 

"Calm down, Dennis." Clemens answered. 

‘tm hungry!" 


"Us too." 


"Hey, guys! Can you see what | see?" 
In front of them, there was a little pizzeria. A young woman was cleaning the tables. 


"But .. There was nothing five minutes ago." 


the drummer noticed. 

"We're tired, maybe we didn't notice it" Clemens answered. 

"Mmm .." 

"| think we should hurry, she's gonna close the door. Come on, Dennis." 

The poor singer was drunk as a skunk and he was walking with difficulty. 

The trio entered the restaurant. lvo sat with Dennis on a banquette, while Clemens was searching the waitress. 
She was cleaning the kitchen 

"Excuse me?" 

‘Oh .. Forgive me, | didn't see you." 

"Could we order three pizzas?" 

"Hum .. In theory, we are closed but | think | can make an exception” 

"Thank you very much. Our friend is pretty drunk, he really needs to eat something." 
"No problem. What flavor would you like?" 


"| would like salmon on my pizza" Ivo said after having joined his brother. 


‘For me .. hum .. a four-cheese pizza. And for our friend, put some chorizo and super spicy sauce on his 


pizza" 

"No problem." the waitress answered. 

"Hum .. Are you alone?" 

"Yes, unfortunately. Our two cookers are in vacations .. But | don't want to annoy you with this. Sit, sirs, sit. 


Clemens and Ivo went back to the banquette where Dennis was playing with his cutlery. 
The restaurant was very easy in the eye. It was a little bit dark but still pleasant. The red banquettes were 


old and comfortable and the tables were made of wood. The walls were made of stone, like if the pizzeria has 


been build in a rock A good smell of well-hot pizza was floating in the air. 

"Here for you, gentlemen” the waitress said. 

She was holding three plates, which she put on the table. 

"Thank you." 

"Where is my spicy sauce?" 

"Just here, sir.” 

She pointed at the little flask in front of the singer. He raised his eyebrows and shook his head. 
"Sorry! 

"Don't worry." she answered with a big smile. 


The trio ate their pizza but Dennis, even if he was drunk as fuck, was very intrigued by the solitude of the 


young woman, No cookers, no boss, no commis chef. It was really strange. 
"Excuse me err .." 

The singer tried to read her name written on her badge. 
"Liza" 

"Liza .. What a beautiful name .." 

"Dennis .." 

"Sorry hum .. Could we have some water, please?" 

"OF course." 

Liza walked into the kitchen and brought a carafe of water. 
"Thank you." 

"You're welcome." 


She disappeared one more time in the kitchen. While she was cleaning the kitchen counter, Carach Angren's 


boys were talking about their next concert, which would take place in three days, in the famous stadium: 


Madison Square Garden 
"| hope it's gonna be a great show." 
"There is no reason to be a bad show!" 


The waitress heard what they were talking about but she couldn't resist to ask them if they were members 


of a band 

"Excuse me, maybe it's tactless but . Are you members of a band?" 
"Carach Angren" Dennis answered with his Dutch accent 

"Woah! What's the name?" 

"Carach Angren" 

"Oh, so that's you on the billboard in Times Square!" 

"We've got our faces on a Times Square's billboard?" Ivo exclaimed 
"Yes! Where are you from?" 

"We come from Netherlands” 

"Oh, it explains this lovely accent" 


Demis spat the water he was drinking out. She was the first girl who loved their Dutch accent. She grabbed a 
napkin and gave it to the singer. 


"Forgive him, he's not totally himself when he is drunk." 

"Don't worry, | saw even worse behavior from sober persons ." 
"Really? Is it possible?" Dennis joked. 

"Yes, sadly." 


Her face became suddenly lifeless, almost sad. The singer cursed himself inside. He wouldn't touch a delicate 


point. 


"Would you like a dessert?" 


"What do you have?" 

"We've got crèmes briilées, ice creams, fruit salads, chocolate mousses, and cafés liégecis." 

"| would like a crème brûlée and a coffee, please." 

"For me a chocolate mousse and a coffee too, please. Dennis, what do you want?" the drummer asked. 
"Err .. Among your ice creams, have you got a Dame Blanche?" 

"Of course. With a coffee?" 

"No, thank you." 

"Okay. So two coffees, one crème brûlée, one chocolate mousse and one Dame Blanche. Okay, it's noted!" 
Liza disappeared in the kitchen. 

"Isn't she adorable?" Clemens whispered. 

"Adorable? Its a sex bomb, yeah." his brother answered 

"Shhh .. Maybe she can hear us. But, yeah, she's really pretty. Don't you think so, Dennis?" 

The singer was suddenly very quiet. 

"Maybe .. | don't know ..” 

"Come on! We're your friends and your bandmates! Does she appealing to you?" the keyboardist asked. 
Demis didn't have the time to answer because Liza brought them their desserts and the coffees. 
The desserts were really beautiful and so good to eat! The waitress smiled, touched Those three men who 
were like kids. 

"Could we have the bill?" 

"Well ... | make you a gift of the bill I've got this round." 

"Really? Aww, thank you, Liza" 


"You're w .. Err .. Geen dank." 


The trio laughed. She explained to them that she has studied Dutch when she was in high school. 
"Aww, come on!" 


The singer hugged her and let her a place on the banquette. She tasted the three desserts. 
They suddenly heard a few klaxon blasts and a throbbing. 


"Who is this fucking coyote? l'm gonna commit a murder if he doesn't let us eat peacefully!" 
"Dennis!" Clemens shouted. 

"What?" 

"Don't worry, it's just my boyfriend. He's losing patience because l'm late." Liza explained, 

"But you're working.” 

"Well .. The restaurant is supposed to be closed, now. So | should be on the street, waiting for him." 


A man with a motorcycle helmet and a leather jacket entered the restaurant. He removed his helmet and put 


it on a table. His expression was forbidding and cold. 

‘I've been waiting for thirty minutes! What are you doing? And who are these fucking greenhorns?" 

"You don't need to be rude, Jeff ." she whispered. 

"These fucking greenhorns are your worst nightmare." Dennis answered. 

"Leave her in peace." Ivo added. 

The biker sighed and took his helmet. 

"You've got five minutes." he said to the young woman. 

Then he left the pizzeria. The poor Liza sighed. 

‘I'm sorry, gentlemen. You're very nice and | like you, but ..” 

"Don't worry, we perfectly understand. Dennis! Stop playing with these cutleries!" the keyboardist exclaimed. 
They gave a tip to Liza, said goodbye to her and exit the restaurant. The lights turned off in the pizzeria and 


the waitress didn't take a while to close the door. Her boyfriend gave her a helmet and started the bike. She 
took a look at the trio and the couple finally disappeared behind buildings. 


‘| don't understand how she can be so calm with this guy .." Clemens whispered. 
"She's so cool! She deserves a good boyfriend!" his brother exclaimed. 

Dennis was quiet. He was walking with his head lowered. 

"Dennis? Are you okay?" the drummer asked. 


"There's something so special in her eyes .. Like if she had flames in it formerly. But, | have the impression 


that the flames died." 
"You need to sleep, dude." 
"Probably." 


The walked to their hotel. It wasn't a very luxurious hotel, but they were simple and humble guys. 

The night was cold and they just wanted to sleep. They opened the door of their bedroom and went to bed. 
The two brothers weren't late to sleep, but Dennis was thinking to Liza and her "kind" boyfriend, Jeff. By an 
inexplicable reason, he was really annoyed by her situation .. Poor Liza She was so nice and pretty. He finally 
fell asleep around | am. 

During his sleep, he had a disturbing dream. He could see a photo, on which there was a little building that was 
burning. Behind the window of the first floor, you could see a black human shape, a kind of shadow. The singer 
was hot, too hot and he could bet that he smelt a fire smell. Finally, he heard a woman screaming. He woke up 
with a start, sweating and panting. How could he sweat? It was 10°C outside! However, he tried to sleep the 


rest of night. 

The next morning, lvo woke Dennis and his brother up. 

"Good morning, guys. Hey, | have good news!" 

"What is it?" 

"The restaurant where Liza works propose breakfasts tool Maybe we could eat there this morning." 
"What a good idea, bro! Come on, Dennis!" 

"l'm coming, l'm coming .." 

The trio got ready walked to the restaurant. Clemens tried to push the door but it was locked. 


"Its closed. What time is it?" he asked. 


"Its 826 am." 

"It opens at 830 am" 

"Well, we can wait here." Dennis said. 

"Ha hal You want to see her, don't you?" 

"Shut up." 

“Come on! Smile!" 

The singer gave a forced smile to the keyboardist. They suddenly heard a motor noise. A bike appeared in 
front of them with two persons riding it. It was Jeff and Liza. When she saw the three guys, she gave them a 
big smile and joined them quickly. 

"Hey, guys! What are you doing here?" 

"We thought that we could eat here this morning. Good food and a kind waitress." Ivo explained. 

"Aww, that's so nice! Don't move, l'm gonna unlock the door." 

Her boyfriend suddenly made his motorcycle's motor throb. She opened the door and invited the three men to 
enter. The sat on the same banquette than the night before. They could see Jeff's face becoming distorted by 
anger. The biker grabbed her arm forcefully. She freed herself from his grasp and walked into the restaurant. 
She placed her bag under the counter and put her apron on, a sad expression on her face. 

The three men stood up and sat on the stools next to the counter. 

"Is everything okay, Liza?" Clemens asked. 

"Yes, don't worry. What can | get you?" 

The three men searched for a menu and read it. 

"What's the "Boss' Breakfast"?" 

"The owner of the restaurant is French, so there is coffee, orange juice, croissant and bread with butter." 
The trio ordered this menu. A good smell of bread and coffee spread in the room. While the hot brown liquid 
was running in the coffee pot, Liza searched something in her bag. She took a Carach Angren poster out of it. 


On the poster, you could see Namtar in the middle, holding his arm, on the left there was Ardek and on the 


right there was Seregor, crossing his arms. 


She served them their breakfast. 


"So this photo is posted on a Times Square's billboard?" 
"Yep" 

"| want to see it during the week!" the drummer exclaimed. 
"What's the problem with Jeff?" 

"Well, it's not really a problem. He's always like this. He is jealous." 
"Jealous? Jealous of who?" the drummer asked. 

"Hum .. That's pretty embarrassing." 

"We're not gonna eat you .. Not right now." joked the singer. 
"He's jealous of .. you." she said by looking at Dennis. 

He burned himself his tongue with the scalding coffee. 

"M .. Me?" 


"Yeah .. For Jeff, you're the handsome stranger with shiny green eyes. And because | love Germanic accents, 


he thinks that I'm gonna leave New York with you. But you're not here to hear my little problems. When will 
you play?" 


"We're gonna play on Sunday," Clemens answered 

"Maybe, Ill be able to see you" 

"It would be a pleasure’ 

"But, wait .. | know Ivo is the drummer, is that right?" 

"Exactly" 

The drummer took two spoons and played a little rhythmic on the counter. 

"But | dont remember who is the singer and who is the keyboardist. Could | see your hands?" 


"Of course. Dennis, show your little hands." the keyboardist said with an impish smile. 


The singer and the keyboardist put their hands on the counter. First, Liza held and scrutinized Clemens’ fingers. 
Then she held Dennis’ ones. When she grabbed his hands, he could feel a strange heat invading all his body. He 
has got the impression that his entire arms were burning. She passed her fingertips on the singer's ones and 
smile at him. 

"Clemens is the keyboardist and Dennis is the singer and the guitarist” 


"Yep." answered the oldest Wijers. 


He stood up and sat on a stool in front of a nice black piano, and started to play a short but beautiful 


improvisation. 

"You're so talented!" 

"Thank you. Dennis, you could growl for her, I'm not kidding!" 
"You're not obliged to do it, | don't want to annoy you." 

"No problem, don't worry." 


Dennis inspired profoundly and gazed in her ocean blue eyes with his sparkling green ones. Then he started to 
sing. 


"That night was weird, restless and bright, for the moon kept shining this awkward sick light. The winds came 
forth as if it sounded like a little child. No hundreds! Weeping as if they realize it's time to die! Raindrops keep 
falling and falling like tears. Like the infant's sorrow, as if it's raining from their fears. Then what happened no 
one could tell but mark my words it's a pretty sick trick from Helll Good night .. Sleep tight .. My mistress in 
white .. Sweet dreams of death and moonlight." 

The waitress was tearing between two desired: stay in front of him or move backward? 


"Wow .. This is so .. deep and .. morbid and impressive. | love it!" 


He smiled at her. The same feeling of intense heat was invading his body one time again 


The trio suddenly realized that there was nobody else in the restaurant and in street 
"Seems it's gonna be a calm day" 

"You know this street isn't a famous locality of New York" 

"Mmm ... Liza?" 


"Yes?" 


"Would you like to join us for a little party in a nightclub?" 

"Tonight?" 

"Yep" 

"Oh .. Hum ...| don't know if Jeff will agree.” 

"Don't care about Jeff, you need to relax and this coyote, as Dennis would say, isn't a funny guy." 
"You're probably right. Okay then, I'll come! But where and when will we meet?" 

"Tonight, 9 pm, in front of the restaurant.” 

"Okay, it's noted" 


They paid and said goodbye to the waitress. Then they exited the restaurant and walked all the way through 
the city. They noticed that the passersby were all talking about a strange fire's anniversary that destroyed an 
entire street in New York fifteen years ago. Iwo little buildings, a grocery, a garage, a pharmacy and a 
restaurant disappeared in the fire. Fortunately, the residents and the employees could escape the burning 
buildings, except the restaurant's employees. They were four cookers and two waitresses. Luckily, the cookers 
and one waitress survived. But the other one didn't find an exit. Her body, or should we say, her burnt skeleton 
has been found under several beams, which probably trapped her. Apparently, this street was very famous 
for this restaurant and the kindness of the dead waitress. 

An homage would be paid to her during the week, in front of the ancient restaurant. 


Clemens and Ivo noticed that their bandmate seemed to be pensive. 

"Is there a problem, Dennis?" 

"This is strange .. Last night, | dreamt of a burning building. There was a person in it. | think it was a woman .. 
She was screaming .. And | could feel the heat and l'm pretty sure that a burning smell was floating in the air. 
And there is this anniversary.’ 

"You were drunk." 

"| know, but .." 


"Hey, relax, dude!" 


Dennis sighed and they continued to walk through the city. 
The night finally fell on New York City. 


"We should return to the hotel to change us." Clemens suggested. 

"You're right” his brother answered. 

The went back to their hotel and changed clothes. 

"Hurry up! We're gonna be late!" 

The three men went down the stairs like a shot. 

Liza was waiting in front of the restaurant. She was wearing a tight-skin white dress and black heels. Her hair 
was braided she had a natural makeup. 

The trio saw the beautiful woman and they stopped at the street corner. 

"Dennis, do you know that you chose a fucking cute girl?" 

"She's got a boyfriend" 

‘Its not a problem." 

"Ivo!" 

The singer realized that he shouted a litte bit too loud. Liza turned her head in their way and smiled. 
"| didn't see you!" 

They joined the waitress. 

"Holy Satan, you're so pretty!" 

"Thank you, lvo" she said timidly. 


"Oh, don't worry, these two monkeys nonetheless believe!" 


"I think you guys are the most beautiful monkeys I've ever seen in my lifel" she joked. "So, where are we 


going?" 

"Follow us." 

The two brothers were discussing, while Dennis and Liza were walking behind them. 
"Dennis?" 


"Yes?" 


"Hum .. I've got to tell you something." 

"What is it?" 

But while she was about to say it, Clemens shouted to them to hurry. 

"Maybe | should tell you after this little party." 

‘Is it grave?" 

"No, don't worry." 

The singer smiled at her. 

It was an old nightclub: lights, tunes, et cetera .. 

They entered the nightclub and waited their turn for the cloakroom, 

There was red lights, seventies, eighties and nineties music, a bar with a lot of beers and different drinks. 


"So, Liza, tell us: what kind of music are you listening to?" the drummer asked. 


"l'm a big fan of ACDC, Powerwolf, Rammstein, Avatar and a lot of metal bands, but the list is too much 


longer." 
"Not bad, not bad. Do you want to drink something?" 
"A beer, please." 


Ivo ordered four beers and sat on a high stool. 


The famous Gerry Rafferty's song "Baker Street" started to resound in all the nightclub. 
"This is a song for our venerable aged friend, Dennis." 

"Blah blah." 

"But, how old is he?" 

"This is the grandpa of the trio! He's thirty-six." 

"Really? Oh my god, you seem younger!" 

The singer blushed and thanked the young woman 


‘| like this song, it's so beautiful. The saxophone gives it a very romantic side." 


‘Its for tonight, Dennis!" the drummer whispered in Dennis’ ear. 
"Shut up, lm not here to create problems." he answered. 
‘I'd like to dance, but | don't have any skills." she said with a sad smile. 


"Dance with Dennis, I'm pretty sure that he could learn you the most important things. He's got a fucking nice 
lopsided posture!" Clemens proposed. 


"Really? Let's see about that!" 


She dragged the singer along on the dance floor and she laughed. The poor Dennis gave to the brothers a dirty 
look But his anger evaporated when he saw her smile. She was so pretty and sexy. Well, she wasn't a top 
model with magnificent curves, blond hair, and provocative dress. No. For Dennis, she was more beautiful and 
cuter than these unreal women in magazines and publicities. She was a simple girl, with a medium bust and 
small buttocks. He noticed that her arms, her back, and her right collarbone were bruised. It was probably Jeff 
.. "Fucking coyote" he thought: 

Dennis couldn't understand: she was a good dancer! She turned her back to him and swayed her hips. Her 
cheeks grazed his lower abdomen. He could bet that he was able to circle her narrow waist with his hands. She 
placed her back against his torso and circled his neck with her arms. He put his hands just under her ribs. She 
could feel his breathing on her neck. His hair was tickling her skin. It was awkward. They met one day ago and 
something magnetic was growing up between them. They started a slow dance. It was a moment full of strange 
feelings. Dennis had this sensation of heat and burn, and Liza was slowly realizing that the singer was far from 
displeasing to her. Those sparkling green eyes, this shiny long wavy brown hair, these veiny strong hands, this 
smile, angelic and demonic at the same time, this cute Dutch accent and this shyness! He was kind, shy, but 
also impressive and sexy. She could feel his protective side thanks to his way to holding her waist and to 
looking at her. She could feel their hearts beating together. The saxophone was deafening them, but it was like 
if they were alone, in an empty room. They could just hear their heart and their respiration. Dennis felt 
another type of heat in his gut. His sex drive reappeared after a few years. To be honest, he had never really 
thought about finding a girl since Carach Angren was created. But it was the first time that a woman was 
looking at him like Liza was doing it. And it was the first time he felt this little flame in his heart, because of a 
woman. When the song finished, they returned to their seats and drank their beers. 


"Who the fuck told you that you're not skillful to dance?" Dennis asked 

"Hum .. My boyfriend told me that | shouldn't show my ass like | do. 

"You didn't show me your ass, you're a great dancer! Don't listen to Jeff He's just too possessive" 
"How can you love a man like him?" the drummer exclaimed. 


"To be honest, | don't really know if I've got any feelings for him. He's violent and hurtful with me." 


Poor Dennis .. He could give her so much love and tenderness. Why was this fucking coyote in his way? He 
promised to himself to free her of this horrible man. 

They continued to drink beers and talking about their life, about the band, about New York, about Donald 
Trump and his fucking racist ideas and about the strange fire's anniversary. Liza couldn't be present to the 
homage, but the trio affirmed to her that they would be there. And the beer was flowing freely, again, again 


and again. 

"And then | told her: "you're not like the mirrors, you don't reflect." Dennis joked. 

The three men were drunk as skunks. Liza was listening to them, amused by their pathetic but cute state. 

"I want to dance!" the singer screamed. "Liza, come with me, please." 

"Hum .. Well, if you insist” 

He dragged her along on the dance floor and they started a slow dance one more time. She put her head 
against Dennis‘ torso and let him lead the dance. She could smell his delicious odor of monoi and vanilla, despite 
the beer smell. 

Suddenly, she felt Dennis’ foot behind her and because she wouldn't step on it, she fell on the floor, pulling the 
singer down with her. 

"Ouch!" 

"Are you okay, Liza?" 

"Y Yeah, | think so." 

Then they realized that Dennis' hand was placed on one of her breasts. He removed it quickly and blushed. But 
she started to roar with laughter, and the singer couldn't resist: he laughed with her. They laughed till they 
cry. They were here, supine on the floor, laughing and hugging. 

"If Jeff could see us .." 

"Shhh ... | don't want to hear this name tonight" he said by placing his forefinger on her lips. 

"Yes, Seregor." 

He smiled at her. He helped her to stand up and looked at her body. Fortunately, she wasn't injured and the 
dress was perfectly white. And then everything came one after another: He placed his hand under her chin and 
kissed her passionately. She was melting in his arms. Their heartbeats and their breathing sped up. But Dennis 


could feel his erection growing, and growing so he decided to move backward. Liza shouldn't know it. They 


returned to their seats. 


"Soooo, have we got a new couple?" 

"Shut up, Clemens.” 

"Come ooooon. We know it's itching you to do it" 

I'm sorry, Dennis, | suppose you're taken" 

"No, l'm not." 

"R .. Really? But .. Why?" 

‘Our friend is an inveterate bachelor." 

"But .. But he's so kind and handsome and sexy and .." 

She suddenly realized that she told that aloud. 

Ivo stood up, took Dennis and Liza's heads and forced them to kiss. Then he gradually removed his hands, and 
the singer and the waitress stayed there, their mouths pressed against each other. 

Dennis had the impression that his lips were burning. But he couldn't stop kissing her. He began to be too tight 
in his black jeans. She destroyed the kiss. 

"Excuse me." the singer said. 

He stood up and walked into the toilets. 

‘| feel so guilty ." she whispered. 

"Why?" 

"Well ... Jeff will.” 


"Hey, relax! Dennis, Clemens and | are here to help you if your coyote is violent with you. You love Dennis, it's 


blatant." 

The waitress gave a sad smile to the brothers. 

As for Dennis, he was giving himself pleasure in the toilet. His cock was harder than a rock. Fortunately, he 
was alone in the bathroom. 


"Holy Satan ... Liza .. fuck .." he was whispering. 


His eyes rolled back in his head, which was swinging from left to right. He finally jerked and sighed. He felt 


ashamed. Pathetic, drunk, horny, masturbating himself in the toilet of a nightclub in New York. Suddenly, he 


heard footsteps noises. 

"Dennis? Dennis, are you here?" 

"Y .. Yes." 

"What are you doing? It has been fifteen minutes that you're there!" 

|... | don't feel very well ." 

"Rather say that your penis was in shape!" 

The singer opened the door and dragged the drummer along in the toilet. 

‘If you tell it to Liza, you can already sign your own death warrant." 

"Come on Dennis, we're best friends! | promise it's gonna be our little secret" 
"Fine." 

‘Liza wants to talk with you." 

"lm coming.” 

The two men exited the bathroom and joined the keyboardist and the young woman. 
"| think we should go back to our hotel” Clemens proposed. 

"Yep." his brother agreed. 

They paid the bill and left the nightclub. 

"Liza?" 

"Yog?" 

"You wanna talk to me, don't you?" 

"Oh, yes. Hum .. | hope you won't find me awkward." 


"| love what is awkward." 


"Well hum .. Do you remember your American internet friend when you were twenty-one?" 


"Let me think. Hum .. Yes, her name was Liza, like you." 


"I knew her very well and hum ... I'd like to know what was your feelings for her?" 


"Why?" 

"She .. She was asking herself the question" 
"Well ...| think she was my first girl friend." 
"6... Girlfriend?" 


"Oh, no, no, | mean she was the first girl who became my friend. But 
The problem is that one day she disappeared. | never had any news." 


"Oh, | see." 

"She was always saying that we were the two eyes .." 

"OF friendship's face ." 

They stopped to walk and looked straight in the eye of each other. 
"Liza?" he whispered. 

She started to cry and ran away. 

"Liza wait!" 

"What's going on?" Ivo asked. 


"ll explain you later. Help me to catch her!" 


~ In a way, | think | fell in love with her. 


They tried to follow her but she disappeared behind a building. The three men, out of breath, stopped at a 


crossroads. 
"We should separate. I'm gonna take this street” the keyboardist said. 
"I'll take this one." Ivo added. 


"Its 2.54 am. Rendezvous here at four o'clock." Dennis ended. 


The brothers headed for the street they were supposed to inspect. Dennis looked at the gloomy street in 
front of him. He inspired deeply and sank in the street. 

It was calm .. too calm .. Only the moon was lighting the place. A cold wind passed under the singer's shirt. He 
shivered. The floor and the walls around him were damp. He could just hear his breathing and his footsteps, 
resonating in the street made of cobblestones. His lungs were burning him. He jumped with fright when he saw 
a cat stepped out of a bin. He noticed that the building seemed to be abandoned. The windows were broken, the 
walls were grimy and tagged or burnt, some pieces of glass were scattered everywhere on the floor, the 
building's paint was crumbling. it was like if he was in a horror movie. Suddenly, he heard some murmurings, 
which brought him back to reality. He saw a bit more away from him five men. They were talking. Maybe they 
could help Dennis to find Liza. He approached them. 


"Excuse me? Did you see a young woman, with blue eyes and black hair? She's not very tall and she's wearing 


a white dress." 

No answer. The men were looking at him with big eyes. Dennis suddenly noticed that three of them were 
holding zip locks with a white powder inside. The two others were holding two briefcases. Probably with a lot of 
money inside. But the most disturbing fact was that one the five men was Jeff. Dennis wasn't certain that it 
was him because the moonlights weren't lighting the stranger's faces. 

"This little whore isn't enough for you? Do you need my coke now?" 

It was Jeff. He grabbed Dennis by the collar of his shirt and pinned him against a wall. 

"Are you satisfied? This bitch is crazy about you." 

"What are you talking about?" 

‘lm talking about Liza, you fucking bastard! | know you kissed her. My boys were there and they saw you." 
"We drank alcohol .. She's not in love with me." 

"You're gonna pay for it" 

Jeff shew to the singer a knife. He opened Dennis’ shirt and made the blade slide on his lightly muscled 
abdomen A reflection of the moonlight in the blade was dancing on Dennis' bare chest. Suddenly, a police siren 
rang out in the streets and they could see the blue and red revolving lights. The five men ran off with the 
money and the coke. Fortunately, Dennis wasn't injured. Leaning back against the wall, he sighed. 


"Where are you, Liza?" 


He suddenly heard a strange noise. Something was moving inside of the building behind him. The door was locked 


but he could enter by a broken window. "Looks like our gymnastics lessons during high school is on my side" he 


thought. He climbed the window and entered the building. The room was dusty and dirty. On the floor, there 
was a lot of planks and beams. As soon as he was exploring the building, he was finding different tools: saw, 
hammer, pliers, nails, screwdriver, et cetera .. They were all rusty. More away, he found shattered plates and 
glasses, some cutleries, kitchen utensils, saucepans and even a broken gas cooker! It was really worrying. 
Suddenly, he heard some moans, in the darkest corner of the room. 


"Liza? Liza, it's me, Dennis. Where are you?" 


Two eyes fixed upon the dark-haired man. The young woman appeared. She was pale and her eyes were 


reddened, probably due to some tears 

"D. Dennis? Is it really you? | .. im not dreaming, am | ?" she stammered. 
"Dont worry. It's me. Are you okay?" 

"Yeah, | think so” 

"Come in the light” 


She approached him timidly. He placed his hand under her chin and examined her face and her body. She was 


bruised and she was injured on her right cheek. A tear rolled over her face and she started to cry. 
"I'm so sorry, Dennis." she said. 

"Why?" 

‘|... | ran away for no reason. | was afraid” 

"Afraid of what?" 

She didn't answer. 

"Liza? Afraid of what?" 

"Of your reaction and .. of Jeff 

He hugged her and kissed her head. 

"Did he hit you?" 

She whispered a "yes", like if she couldn't say it aloud 


"Why didn't you tell me? I've never forgotten this friendship between us." 


'R . Really?" 

"OF course.” 

She fell on Dennis’ neck! He smiled and kissed her forehead 
"lll always be here for you, you know that" 

"Thank you. Dennis?" 

ere 

"Is it true that you fell in love with me?" 

"| could ask you the same question’ 

They blushed. Of course, they were in love! But humans are too stupid to admit i 
"Dennis? | want to go back to my home" 

"Im gonna take you there" 


He kissed her gently and held her hand. They traversed the room and he helped her to climb the window. They 
exited the building and walked the meeting place. The brothers were already there, waiting and worried. 


"Here you are! We were so anxious!" 

"| know, | know, but look who | found" 

"Liza!" 

The Wijers hugged her. 

"Are you okay?" 

"Yeah, look at your body!" 

"Dont worry, guys. | think | just should go back to home and sleep." 
"I'm gonna take her to her home." 


Ivo and Clemens exchanged a salacious and impish look. 


"Just take her to her home, eh?" 

"Yep" 

He turned around and walked away with Liza. They arrived in front of a small building. 
‘Its there. Thank you to take me here." 

"You're welcome. Well .. goodnight. 

"Hey, where are you going?" 

"Well hum ... I'm gonna join my friends." he answered, disturbed by the question 
"Don't you want to go inside my apartment?" 

"Liza, |." 

"Please Dennis, don't leave me alone. l'm afraid." 


He accepted, incapable to resist. She opened the door and let him enter. They went up the stairs and walked 


inside Liza's condo. 

"So .. This is the place where | live." 

"Don't you feel like a caged lion?" 

"Well .. | get accustomed to it.” 

She suddenly seemed long-suffering. 

"Liza? Are you okay?" 

"|. | have a backache." 

"Show me." 

She blushed. She hadn't any bandeau to hide her breasts. 
"Don't be afraid, I'm not gonna eat you." 


She turned over and let the singer undo her dress’ zipper. She hid her boobs with her hands. He examined her 


back and grazed a big blue and violet bruise with his finger. She winced in pain. 
"Have you got some arnica?" 
"Yes. Don't move, I'm gonna bring it" 


She took off her dress and walked into her bathroom. She was so sexy. Dennis felt his member becoming 


harder and harder. "Oh no! Not now!" he thought. The waitress came back with some arnica cream. She gave 


the tube to him. 

"Dennis? Is everything alright?" 

"Yeah, yeah, sorry. You're just so .. Beautifull" 
She blushed. 

"Do you think so?" 

"Yeah .. But .. I'm not here to .. Well, you know ..” 
She placed her finger on his lips. 

"Don't say anything." 


She opened the singer's shirt and kissed his torso. He released the tube and grabbed her slim waist. Then he 
let his hands slide to her butt. She came closer to him and kissed him. 


"Seems that you are too tight in your jeans, aren't you?" she said by skimming Dennis! member shape. 
"Liza ." 


He lifted her and put his tongue into her mouth. She wrapped her legs around his waist. But Dennis could feel 
her timidity. He laid her down and she immediately hid her boobs. He leaned above her and smiled, 


"Show me what you hide" 


He held gently her forearms and fixed lovingly her breasts. He gave her a ravishing smile and kissed her neck. 
He stood up and took off his black shirt. She was impressed. You know he wasn't the very tall guy with 
muscles and all these codes of the "sex appeal", which our society commands to us. He just had his own 
charisma, his own beauty, he was just himself, not a copy of an abstract entity, that we call "perfection". 

Only the bedside lamp was lighting the room faintly, but it was giving a romantic side to the situation He undid 
his belt and took off his jeans. She bit her lips when she saw his well-drawn groin. He climbed on the bed and 
squeezed her waist with his belt to draw her closer to him. He placed his hand between her skin and the 


elastic band of her panties. 


"Dennis, | .." 

"Shhhh .. Don't speak It's only my hand, okay?" 

"Yes." 

He slid his hands under her panties and skimmed her secret place. Then he showed her two fingers, which she 
licked sensually. He placed his hand in front of her special place and started slow back and forth in her. 
Panicked but under Dennis' charm, she was emitting cute whinings. To reassure her, the singer kissed her neck, 
her breasts, her forehead and her lips. 

"You seem so frail.” he whispered. 

"And you so strong ..” 


"Come here." 


He removed his fingers and hugged her. He laid down himself next to her and stroked her cheek. He took her 
hand and placed it on his member shape. 


"Should | understand that you want me to ..” 

"You're not obliged, princess." 

She took off his black boxers and closed her eyes. 

"Honeybunch, look at me, look at my face, forget my sex." 

"No, |... | will do it” 

"Just caress it if you want, | don't force you to do it" 

"Okay." 

She grazed his member with her fingers while Dennis was stroking her back. 
‘Liza .. | want you ." 


"You should protect this lovely thing before." 


"| see." 


She stood up and walked into the bathroom. She took a condom box in the medicine cabinet, realizing that she 
was really impatient. Dennis was definitely the man she wanted. She wanted him to share her life with this 
man, But Jeff was there .. And Dennis wasn't living in the United States. His home was away from her, in 
Europe. She couldn't hug him every morning and every night. She closed the medicine chest and she jumped 
with surprise when she saw Dennis‘ reflection in the mirror. He wrapped his arms around her and kissed her 


neck. 


"Don't leave me alone again .." he whispered in her ear. 
"Catch me." 


She threw the condom box in his face and ran into her bedroom. He smiled and put a latex protection on his 
sex. He was a little bit too tight in it but he hadn't the choice. He went back to her room. She was holding her 
panties in her left hand. She threw it into his face and laughed. He approached her again, again and again, slowly, 
like a scavenger approaching its prey. She was moving backward but the wall stopped her. There was no escape. 


He placed a hand next to her head, like a barricade. 
"There's no escape, baby doll ..” 


He kissed her lengthily, savoring the sweet taste of her lips. His mouth was burning him. He laid her down on 
the bed and placed himself above her. Impressed by him, she bit her lower lip. She stroked his sinewy abdomen. 
Then she grabbed his necklace, but the dark-haired man immediately understood and french kissed her. He 
licked the zone between her boobs and bit one of them. They heard the neighbor on the upper floor playing on 
his radio "In the air tonight" by Phil Collins. Dennis smiled. 


"Don't you think its a really sexy music?" 

"It is. | didn't know that you like Phil Collins." 

"Every man has a guilty pleasure. And I've got two guilty pleasures: sexy songs and you." 

She blushed and let him kiss her neck Not able to wait anymore, the singer penetrated her. He had the 
impression that all his body was burning. Feeling that she was more confident, he sped up the cadence little by 
little. This erotic game lasted a long time enough to drive you jealous. The drums he could hear in the song 
contributed to intensifying his pleasure, just like Liza's whines. 


"| think |... l'm gonna ... jerk .. aaah ." 


His moans were becoming louder and louder. They finally took each other to the seventh heaven. He laid down 


next to her and sighed. 


"Dennis?" 
ee 

"Thark you" 

She kissed him and placed her head under his. 

"Why?" 

"For this night. And for the love you've given me since all these years" 


He smiled to her and kissed her forehead. She fell asleep quickly against him. A slight breeze entered the room 
and ruffled the singer's face. He fell asleep too and dream of a life with Liza. The two lovers stayed there, 
naive and carefree. Well, happy. His protective arms wrapped around her and her little body against his. 


The next morning, Dennis woke up at the dawn. A sunshine was lighting the room. He sat on the bed and 
rubbed his eyes. He laid down again but noticed that the place next to him was cold. Maybe Liza was already 
awakened. He entered the bathroom. Nobody there. Then he walked into the kitchen. Nobody again. Maybe she 
was at work. He tried to call her. No answer. He called her two, three, five, ten times. No answer. He took a 
shower and got dressed. He walked to the restaurant where Liza was supposed to work but the waiter inside 
explained to him that there was no Liza there. "What the hell is going on?" he thought. He tried to call her 
again. No answer. 

Ivo and Clemens told him to join them to their hotel. When he arrived, he hastened to tell them his night with 
the waitress but that she disappeared. 


"This is really strange ..” 
"Yeah .. She loves you. Why would she leave you like that?" 
"| don't know." 


So all the day, the trio tried to call and searched her. When the night fell, they decided to relax. They really 
needed to get some fresh air. They were walking on a street when they saw a woman. A woman who was the 
spitting image of Liza. Do you know why? Because it was her. When she noticed that they were looking at her, 
she ran away. The three men pursued her through the streets. She was untraceable. They were now on a dark 
street. There were only a few street lamps, whose the bulbs were sizzling. The two brothers were searching 
the waitress busily, but Dennis was more attentively, studying every detail. And his attention finally paid 
because a kind of shadow drew his attention. It was on a little side street. The shadow couldn't escape because 
it was a cul-de-sac. The singer was now certain that something was hiding here, behind some bins and under a 
pile of green plastic bags. He walked in the dead end and approached the bins slowly. Convinced that Liza was 
here, he lifted the bags, but he just found a strange black smoke rising into the air. 


"Did you find her?" Clemens asked the singer. 
"No .." 
"This makes no sense .. Why is she avoiding us?" 


"| don't know ... Maybe we'll find her Tomorrow, in the restaurant. I'm pretty sure that she's safe and sound." 


the drummer assured. 
"Ivo is right. Where could she be?" 


"Somewhere where | can't see or touch her" the singer thought. They returned to their hotel, sad. They just 
wanted to give her some fun. And now she was probably hating them more than she hated Jeff. The Wijers 
brothers fell quickly asleep, but Dennis just couldn't close his eyes. He was thinking about Liza About the best 
girl friend he had in his life, and she was probably the only woman to whom he could give his heart. Incapable 
of sleeping, he stood up and lit up a cigarette. 


"Liza .. Where are you?" 

He turned on his laptop and tried to find the old website where they were registered. He finally found his 
account and clicked on the chat. His last discussion was with the waitress. Their last messages were talking 
about Carach Angren. 

"And this is my corpse paint." 

"Wowll | love it! You're so handsome!" 

"| hope our public will like it too." 

"Be self-confident guys, you're great as fuck!" 


“Thank you :) " 


‘Sorry, I've got to go. Don't worry, Dervis. I'm pretty sure that one day you'll be the best Dutch horror metal 
band in the world! Bye! xoxo" 


"Bye!" 


And after this day, nothing anymore. 

He stayed there, quiet, in front of his laptop. Suddenly, he remembered the fifteenth anniversary of the 
strange fire. "When will the ceremony take place?" he thought. He typed it in the search engine and clicked on 
the first article. It was dating of the last morning: "Fifteen years ago, strange flames set fire to the small 


White Lady Street and its buildings. Unfortunately, the burnt to ashes corpse of Liza White has been found 


beneath the ruins of the restaurant where she was working on this terrible night. A tribute will be paid to her 
tomorrow at Il pm on the forgotten Black Ashes Street." 

He adjusted his alarm clock and sat on his bed. He was incapable to sleep. Only Liza was occupying his mind. He 
couldn't believe that he lost her one time again. It was impossible. She was too precious for him. He put his 
head on his pillow and shed a tear before falling asleep. He had a disturbing dream again: he was in a dark 
room. The only present lamp was lighting a woman. She was wearing white clothes. But Dennis noticed that they 
were burnt on the edges. The light escalated and he had to place his right hand above his eyebrows to protect 
his eyes. He approached the woman slowly. She finally showed her face. It was Liza. When she saw the singer, 
she screamed and a lot of beams fell on her body. The dark-haired man stumbled and watched the scene, 
horrified She was now under the wood pile. No movement, no noise. Just a deathly silence. Realizing that Liza 
was there, Dennis hurried to remove the beams. But the only thing he found there was a dark thick smoke. A 
burning smell spread out in the room. Liza appeared behind him. Her feet, her hands, and her mouth were on 
fire. Her hair wasn't black anymore but just flames dancing on the top of her head. 

He woke up, some beads of sweat dripping on his forehead. He looked at his phone. 10.47 am. 


"Shit! Shit, shit, shit!" 


He put jeans and a sweatshirt on The Wijers brothers weren't there anymore. But they didn't take a long time 
to call the singer. 


"Where the fuck are you?" said Ivo's voice. 

| could ask you the same question” 

"We're on Black Ashes Street. And you?" 

‘lm in our bedroom." 

"Hurry up! The ceremony will begin in a short time!" 

"l'm coming, l'm coming!" 

The drummer hung up. Dennis closed the door of their bedroom and left the hotel. He walked quickly to the 
Black Ashes Street and joined Clemens and lvo, who were making huge signs to him. He noticed that the street 
was the one where he found the waitress. 

"Good morning guys .." the singer said, tired 

"Good morning, dude." they answered. 


"Am | late?" 


"No don't worry. Look, this New York's mayor, Bill de Blasio." 


The mayor took a microphone and said hello to the public. 

"Well, | think you know why we are there, assembled on this forgotten street. We are here to remember that 
death is never away from us and that life is not always merciful. In fact, fifteen years ago, a strange fire 
went off on this street and destroyed it. But the price for tens survivors was high. It cost to New York a life. 
The life of Liza Sara Katy White. This young woman died under several burning beams when she was only 
twenty years old. She was a simple waitress, loved, funny and cute. But her life hasn't always been a pleasure 
cruise. Her heart was torn by two men: her boyfriend and a young man. But her torments ended like her life in 
the flames. That's why I'll ask you a minute of silence." 

It was the most silent minute New York has ever known. The three friends closed their eyes and prayed for 
the deceased Liza White. When Dennis opened his eyes, he noticed that a lot of people were holding candles, 
posies, notes, et cetera But they couldn't stay anymore: their last rehearsal before the concert was waiting 


for them. 


During it, Dennis wasn't in reality. He was thinking about his beloved Liza. Where was she? Was she safe and 


sound? 

"Dennis! What the fuck are you doing?" 

"I'm just tired" 

"You can't be tired! We've got a big show tonight!" 

"Don't be hard on him, bro ." 

‘Sorry, Dennis ..” 

"Don't worry. Start this song again" 

Finally, the concert was pretty good and Dennis didn't seem disturbed. The trio came back the last time to 
their hotel. Always incapable to sleep, Dennis was surfing on his laptop, when he suddenly received a message 
from Liza. He hastened to open and read it attentively. Fortunately, she seemed safe and sound. 

"Dennis? Are you there?" 

"Yes, honey! Where are you? Are you okay?" 


"Don't worry, I'm okay. I'm safe." 


"Fine. Why are you avoiding us?" 


‘It's difficult to explain. You just need to know that | love you." 

"Please babe, tell me: where are you?" 

"In my room: 

"Il call the janitor. I'm gonna tell him that I'm coming." 

He called the housekeeper. 

"Hello?" 

"Good evening sir, I'm calling you to say that l'm gonna visit one of the tenant in your apartment block." 
"No problem. What's the name of the tenant?" 

"Hum .. | don't remember her surname but her first name is Liza" 

"Err .. 'm sorry sir but there is no Liza in this apartment block anymore." 
"What?" 

"She's not living there anymore." 

"Oh .. Hum .. Well, thank you, sir." 

"You're welcome. Good night, sir." 

"Good night" 

He put his phone on the bedside table. Then he took his laptop and sent another message to the waitress. 
"Liza? Ive got three questions for you." 

"Yog?" 

"Where are you?" 

".. Not in New York .." 

"How old are you??" 


"Im 20." 


"Liza? What's your complete name?" 


"L.I. Z. A.S. A.R. VON Ry eM, em 2 ee oe 


"Liza has been disconnected" 


